A Small slip in time 
By Achilles 

| had been through difficult times recently, but | felt like things were finally going my way. 
However, | knew deep down that | had taken some risky actions that | could have 
avoided if | had played my cards right. To be honest with myself, | shouldn't have 
ventured into something like this, especially when time travel was involved. | was 
convinced that my actions hadn't affected the timeline, or that time travel didn't work the 
way | thought it would, given my knowledge about it. My thoughts about time travel were 
abruptly interrupted when | heard a familiar voice calling my name. All | could think to do 
was run, but it made me wonder how | got into this predicament in the first place. The 
first thing that came to mind happened about four days ago. | had returned home after a 
long day at school and received an emergency warning on my TV, which was odd 
because it only had Netflix access at the time. | can't recall the exact message, but it 
warned about someone named Achilles T. slipping into a time stream and ending up at 
the 1846 Texas-Mexico border. The loud, robotic voice and buzzer-like noises filled me 
with fear. My mother and | prepared a survival kit, which included a lifestraw for water 
purification, jerky, some gold-plated jewelry (which | realized might be a terrible idea), 
and various medical supplies and medicine. All stored in a cloth sack, The reason for the 
abundance of medical supplies was a relatively small war that was ongoing at that time. 
Although the war itself did not result in a large number of casualties, it caused 
numerous illnesses to spread. While the casualties numbered in the hundreds, the 
death toll due to sickness numbered in the thousands. The time period itself was going 
to be the main issue, at least before anything else. If time travel works like in "Back to 


the Future," that might be a much larger issue, but | tried not to worry about it. When the 


time arrived for the warning to come true... Time travel didn't work like | expected. | 
thought it would be like everything fading out or reality seemingly breaking apart around 
me, or best yet, nothing happening at all. What happened instead was me straight up 
falling through the floor. The next thing | knew, | was lying on the ground in the middle of 
a forest. | decided to head east for no particular reason, using the sun as my guide. | 
planned to find something to wear from wherever | could, as | was still dressed in 
modern clothing and had no clue how people dressed in the 1840s, despite my 
research. Theft in the past seemed like the only solution, though | really should have 
prepared better. | mean, | didn't bring a weapon, but at least | did account for the 
possibility of getting hurt. It seems like a metaphor of sorts — accounting for my potential 
harm but not intentionally causing harm to others. After wandering for a bit, | heard a 
voice pass by me. It turns out | was nearing a trail, and once | saw the man, | noticed 
that his clothing would fit me, so | grabbed a nearby large piece of wood to defend 
myself. As | approached, | thought to myself, "Was my first interaction with someone in 
the past about to be assaulting someone?" For some strange reason, | felt an 
inexplicable urge to resort to violence. | tossed the chunk of wood at his head from the 
brush, and it hit him. He swiveled to face me and said, "WHO'S THERE? I'M ARMED!" 
Out of fear and desperation, | grabbed a much larger chunk of wood and threw it at his 
head, causing him to collapse to the ground and stop moving. Thankfully, he wasn't 
bleeding, which means I'm not a murderer. | stole his clothing and continued down the 
trail As | continued down the trail in my newly acquired clothes, a sinking feeling 


overcame me. Had | really just assaulted an innocent person to steal from them? The 


gravity of my actions began to weigh heavily on my conscience. This was not who | 
wanted to be, resorting to violence and theft, even in desperate circumstances. 

| tried to rationalize that in this harsh frontier era, such behavior may have been more 
commonplace out of necessity for survival. But | knew deep down that was just an 
excuse. If | was going to find my way back home, | needed to hold onto my moral 
compass. The trail eventually led me to a small settlement. | decided my best approach 
was to be discrete. As | entered the town, | was met with suspicious looks and hostile 
whispers. My modern hair and speech patterns stood out. Before | could give any 
explanation, a group of men approached and roughly took hold of me. 

"You're the one who assaulted Thomas on the trail, aren't you?" one of them accused. 
Word had traveled fast. “Listen, buddy,” | said desperately having a horrible plan in mind 
“That guy was looking at me funny | was afraid he was going to steal THIS" | pulled out 
a golden-plated chain with some very fake gems on it “| dropped in on the floor and 
then causing the guy holding me to let go and made a mad dash back to the forest One 
of them were quite distracted given that gold plating was just recently been invented, a 
pair ran after | and the chase were on back thought the route | took to get there, | must 
have crossed over where | stared and fell through the floor again | thought immediately 
crossed my mind “that's it? | expected this to go on for about a week. | prepped for a 
week. It didn't seem to be longer than a couple hours'' even though that's only how long 
it seemed. “That's all | remember officer” | somehow said despite never talking for so 
long before. “What did you expect? It said time slipped, didn't it?” the man in black said i 
guess i over prepared in the end i thought to myself. The man pulled a device looking 


almost alien to my head and... and.... What was | just thinking about? 


